
me mjr or y 
Enter Tberhtes folm. 

How now Therjttes ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
furie ? fhall the Elephant Aiax carry it thus ? he braces me, 
and ] raile at him •• O worthy fatiffa&ion , would it were 
ocherwife : that l could beate him, whilft hee raild at mee : 
Sfoote ,'Ile learneto coniure and raifc Diuels, but He fee 
fome ifi'ue of ni'y fpitefuil cxecracions.Thcn ihasAcbtlks^ 
rareinginer. If Troy bee not taken till thefe two vnder- 
rnincit, the walls will (land till rhey fall of them-lelues. 

O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thou 
art lone the king of gods : and Mercury , loole ail the Ser- 
pentine craft of thy Caduceus, if yec take not that little 
littie lefle then little witte from them that they haue .• 
which Iborr-armd Ignorance it felfe knowes is fo abun- 
dant fcarce. it will not in circumuention dehuera fliefrom 
a fpider , without drawing their maffie Irons , and ctictfog 
the web- After this the vengeance on the whole rampT 
orrather the Neopolitan bone-ache : for tharme chi ..fees ,s 
the ct.rfe depending on thofe that wane fora p ackct I 
haue laid my prayers,and diucll Enuicfay Amen. What ho 
my Lord Achilles ? 

infnd therC? TherflUs} S 00 ^ Therftes conte 

T^Iflcouldaremcmbred a guilt counterfeit, thou 
couldtt not haue dipt out of mv concempiadon :but it is no 
master thy felfe vpon thy felfe. The common curfe of man* 
ktnde. Folly and Ignorance, be thine in great rcuenewsHea- 
uen blefle thee from a tutor, and difc.plme come not n.-eie J. 
thee Let thy blouci be thy d.re&ion Wt by death : then rf 
ihe that layes thee out fayes thou art not a faire courfe , lie 

- ^ fworn 5 and vpon’r,lhee neuer Crowded any but 

lazirs. Where $ Achilles ? * 

Pmto. What art thou deuout ? waft thou in prayer f 

Thrf I the heauensheateme 1 J 

P«tro Amen. Enter Adulles. 

hchtl. ^ ho sthe e? 

Patro, T her ' es my Lord. 

Achil, W’here ? where JO where ? artthou cofne why my • 
.'x •• cheefc. 
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of Troy ha dndCreffeida. ' 
cheefe my digeftion,why haft thou not ferued thy felfe into 
mv tab eSo many meales, come what’s Agamemnon ? 

Ther. Thy commander Achilles , then cell me P atroelsu, 

whacs Achilles ? , . 

* Patro. Thy Lord Therfites . Then tell mee .1 pray thee, 

wh*t s Therfites ? 

Ther, Thy knower, Tatroclus :then tell mee PMroclus, 
what arc thou? 

Patro. Thou mi:fl tell that knowelt. 

Achil. O tell, tell. 

Thr. He decline the whole qneftion. Agamemnon com- 
mands zA chills* > Achilles is my Loid,I am ‘Patroclusknovi- 
er,and Patrocltu is afoole. 
tAchil.Dcriue this f come? 

Ther . Agamemnon is a foole to offer to* command Achil* 
les y Achilles is a foole to be commanded. Therfites is a foole 
to fer uc fuch a foole,and this Vatrocltts is a foole poficiuc* 
Patr. Why am l a foole ? 

_ /for. Make that demand of the Prouer,it fufficesmcc 
thc&art : looke you, who comes heere? 

Enter Agam.'lAltjpJViflor, D torn ed t Aiax & Calc as „ 
Achil . Come Patroclui , lie ipeake with no body : come 
in with me 7 herfites. 

Ther . Here is fuch patcherie, fuch iugling, and fuch kna- 
ucry : all the argument is a whore , and a Cuckold, a good 
quarrel! to draw emulous fa<ftions a & bleed to death vpon, 
Agam. Where is Achilles ? 

Patro, Within his tent,but ill difpofd my Lord, 

Aga. Let it beknowncto him,that we arc hcerc. 

He fate, our meflengers and we lay by, ' 

Our appcrcainingSjvifiting of him 

Let him be told fo,leaft perch ance he thinke. 

We dare not moue the quertion of our place. 

Or know not what we are. 

Patro. I /hall fay fo to him, 

VhJJ, We faw him at the opening of his tent, 

Hee is not fick. 

Aiax. Y es Lion fick, fick of proud heart, you may call it 
E melaa* 



